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" Do you really think so ?" said Lucien, flattered*
She was careful to point out that the stair-
carpet ran right to the top of the house, and he
smilingly accused her of being susceptible to trifling
vanities.

"But it is possible,11 he added, "that I my-
self should feel slightly offended were the carpet
to stop short at the floor below ours. We
profess to be wise, but we still have our weak
points. That reminds me of what I noticed
yesterday, after lunch, as I was passing a church.
The outer steps were covered with a red carpet
which had been trodden, after the ceremony, by
the guests at some great wedding. A working-
class couple with their party were waiting for the
last of the wealthy company to leave so that
they might enter the church. They were laugh-
ing at the idea of climbing the steps upon this
unexpected splendour. The little bride's white
feet were already on the edge of the carpet when
the beadle waved her away. The men in charge
of the trappings of the wealthy wedding slowly
rolled up the carpet of honour, and only when
it formed a huge cylinder did they allow the
humble wedding party to mount the bare steps.
I stood for a moment and watched the worthy
folk, who seemed greatly amused by the incident.
Humble folk surrender with admirable equanimity